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quence.r The soldier drew his trigger; and the King's left arm was
shattered by the ball. At this instant, his cavalry came galloping up,
and a confused cry of'The King Heeds! The King is shot!' spread
horror and dismay through their ranks. ' It is nothing: follow me!?
exclaimed the King, collecting all his strength; but overcome with
pain, and on the point of fainting, he desired the Duke of Lauenburg,
in French, to take him without notice from the tumult. The Duke
then turned with him to the right wing, making a wide circuit to con-
ceal this accident from the desponding infantry; but as they rode along,
the King received a second bullet through the back, which took from
him the last remainder of his strength. ' I have got enough, brother/
said he with a dying voice: ' haste, save thyself.7 With these words
he sank from his horse ; and here, struck by several other bullets, far
from his attendants, he breathed out his life beneath the plundering
hands of a troop of Croats. His horse flying on without its rider,
and bathed in blood, soon announced to the Swedish cavalry the fall
of their King; with wild yeUs they rush to the spot, to snatch that
sacred spoil from the enemy. A deadly fight ensues around the corpse,
and the mangled remains are buried under a hill of slain men.

" The dreadful tidings hasten in a few minutes over all the Swedish
army: but instead of deadening the courage of these hardy troops,
they rouse it to a fierce consuming fire. Life falls in value, since the
holiest of all lives is gone; and death has now no terror for the lowly,
since it has not spared the anointed head. With the grim fury of
lions, the Upland, Smaland, Finnish, East and West Gothland regiments                    f

dash a second time upon the left wing of the enemy, which, already                     j

making but a feeble opposition to Von Horn, is now utterly driven
from the field.                                                                                                     ;

" But how dear a victory, how sad a triumph!   Now first when the                    t

rage of battle has grown cold, do they feel the whole greatness of                    jf

their loss, and the shout of the conqueror dies in a mute and gloomy                     !

despair.   He who led them on to battle has not returned with them.                     \,

Apart he lies, in his victorious field, confounded with the common heaps                    x

of humble dead.   After long fruitless searching, they found the royal                    1

corpse, not far from the great gtone, which had already stood for cen-                     *
turies between Liitzen and the Merseburg Canal, but which, ever since
this memorable incident, has borne the name of Schwedensteinf the

Stone of the Swede.   Defaced with wounds and blood, so as scarcely                     i
to be recognized, trodden under the hoofs of horses, stripped of his
ornaments, even of his clothes, he is drawn from beneath a heap of

dead bodies, brought to Weiasenfels, and there delivered to the lamen-                    - *-